
17^ The Life and Death of Richard the Third. 


Sham'd their Afpe£h with ftorc of childifh drops : 
Thefe cycs>which ncuer fhed rernorfcfull teare, 
No,when my Father Yorke,and Edward wepr, 
To heare the pittious moane that Rutland made 
When black-fac'd Clifford (hooke his fword at him. 
Nor when thy warlike Father like a Childe, 
Told the fad Qorie of my Fathers death, 
And twenty times, made paufe to fob and wcepc: 
That all the (landers by had wet their cheekes 
Like Trees bedafh'd with raine. In that fad time* 
My manly eyes did fcorne an humble teare : 
And what thefe forrowes could not thence exhale, 
Thy Beauty hath,and made them blinde with weeping. 
I neuer fucd to Friend, nor Enemy : 
My Tongue could neuer lcarnc fwcet fmoothing word. 
But now thy Beauty is propo5'd my Fee, 
My proud heart fue$, and prompts my tongue to fpeakc. 

She lookes feornfully at him. 
Teach not thy lip fuch Scorne ; for it was made 
For kifling Lady* not for fuch contempt. 
If thy reuengcfull heart cannot forgiue, 
Loe hcere I lend thee this fharpc-pointed S word, 
Which if thou pleafe to hide in this true brcft, 
And let the Soulc forth that adorcth thee, 
1 lay it naked to the deadly ftroke, 
And humbly begge the death vpon my knee, 

He layes his brefl of en foe offers at with his [word. 
Nay do not paufe : For I did kill King Hcnrie, 
But 'twas thy Beauty that prouoked me. 
Nay now difpatch : 'TwasI tharftabb'd yong Edward, 
Bu| 'twas thy Heauenly face that fee me on, 

Shefals the Sword* 
Take vp the S word againe,or take vp me. 

An. Arife DiiTcmbler, though I wifh thy death, 
I will not be thy Executioner. 

Rich. Then bid me kill my felfe,and I will do it* 

An. I hauc already. 

Rich. That was in thy rage: 
Speake i t againe,and euen with the word, 
This hand, which for thy loue, did kill thy Loue, 
Shall for thy Ioue,kill a farre truce Loue, 
To both their deaths (halt thou be acceflary, 

*An. I would I knew thy heart* 

%jch. 3 Tis figur'd in my tongue. 

An. I fearc mc,both are falk 0 

Ifych* Then neuer Man was true. 

An. Well,well,put vp your Sword, 

Itych. Say then my Peace is made, 

*An. That (halt thou know heereafter. 

Rich. But Giall I liuc in hope. 

An. All men I hope Hue fo. 

Vouchfafe to weare this Ring. 

Rich. Looke how my Ring incompaffcth thy Finger, 
Euen fo thy Brefl: inclofeth my poore heart : 
Weare both of them, for both of them arc thine, 
And if thy poore deuotcd Seruant may 
But beg one fauour a t thy gracious hand, 
Thou doft confirme his happinefie for cuer. 

An. What is it? 

Rich. That it may pleafe you leaue thefe fad defignes, 
To him that hath moft caufe to be a Mourner, 
And prefently repayrc to Grosbie Houfc 1 
Where (after I haue folcmnly interr'd 
At Chcrtfey Monaft'ry this Noble King, 
And wet his Grauc with my Repentant Teares) 
J will with all expedient duty fee you, 


For dhiers vnknowne Reafons, I beftedT yo 
Grant me this Boon. '° u * 

An. With all my heart.and much it i oyefi m 
To iee you are become fo penitent. "^too, 
7'reffelznd ^arkley^o along with m c . 

Rich. Bid me far well. 

An. Tis more then you deferue * 
But fince you teach me how to flatter you 
Imagine 1 haue faidc farewell already, ' 

Exit ttpQ " L 

Gent . Towards Chertfey, Noble Lord * 
Rich. N02 to White Friar^therc attend my c 0| 
Was cuer woman in this humour woo'd ? ^***C**!ft 
Was eucr woman in this humour wonne ? 
He haue her,but I will not kcepe her long 
What? I that kill'd her Husband,and his lather 
To take her in her hearts extreamcft hate * 
With curfes in her mouth, Teares in her eyes 
The bleeding witneffe of my hatred by, * 
HauingGod,her Confciencc,and thefe barsa«ai n A 
Andl.noFriendstobackemyfuitewithall ° 1 
But the plainc Diuell,and difTcmbling lookes ? 
And yet to winne her? All the world to nottrin* 

Hath fhe forgot alreadie that braue Prince 

Edw&rdfrzx Lord, whom I(fomc three monthes fince\ 

Stab d in my angry mood, at Tewkcsburv? ' 

A fwceter, and a louelier Gentleman, 

Fram'd in the prodigallity of Nature s 

Yoog, Valiant, Wife,and (no doubt)rjgbt Royal 

The fpacious World caqnot againc affoord ; ' 

And will fhe yet abafc her eyes on me, 

That cropt the Golden prime of this fwect Prince 

And made her Widdowtoa wofullBed? 

On me, whofe All not equals Edwards Moytic ? 

On me, that hahs,and am miflhapen thus ? 

My Dukedome, to a Beggerly denier ! 

I do miftake my perfon all this while : 

Vpon my life (he findcs(although I cannot ) 

My felfe to be a maru'llous proper man. 

He be at Charges for a Looking-glaffe, 

And entettaine a fcorc or two of Taylors, 

To ftudy fafliions to adorne my body : 

Since I am crept in fauour with my felfe, 

I will maintaine it with fome little coft. 

But firft He turne yon Fellow in his Graue, 

And then returne lamenting tomy Loue. 

Shine out fairc Sunne, till 1 haue bought a glaffe, 

That I may fee my Shadow as I pafle. 


Scena Tenia. 


Enter the Queene Mother, Lord Rims f 
and Lord Gray. 

XfoHaue patience Madam^her's no doubt hisMaicftj 
Will foone recouer his accuftom'd health. 

Gray. In that you brooke it ill,it makes him worie, 
Therefore for Gods fake entertainc good comfort, 
And cheere his Grace with quicke and merry eyes 

Qh, If heweredead,what would betide on me. 
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of fuch a Lord,fncludes all harmes. 
& TheSens haue bleft you with a goodly Son 
m,B Comforter, when he is gone 


]ob n y °MiHiTis yong ; and his minority 


Is put 


t0 the tru'ft of Richard \G leafier, 
IspU n that loucs not me, nor none ofyou. 
^ P j s ic concluded he (hall be Frotetf or ? 
I C )$ determin'd,not concluded yet 5 
ftbe,ifthcKingniifcarry. 


Bll ^itniur 


Enter Buckingham and Derby. 

™ Here comes the Lord of Buckingham & Derby. 

lie Good time ofdayvnto your Roy ail Grace. 

Zy God make your Maierty ioyful,as you haue bin 

On ' TheCounteffe 'Richmond,good my L.of Derby. 
Tn^ur good prayer, w 11 lVarTely fay, Amen. 
Y c W;,notwithttanding (hee's your wife. 
And loucs not me, be you good Lord affur'd, 
hate not you for her proud arrogance. 

Qer ldobefeechyou,cithernotbcl?cue 
TbcenuiousflandersofherfalfeAccufers: 
Or iffhebeaccus'd on true report, 
Bcare with her weaknefle,which 1 thinke proceeds 
From wayward fickneffe.and no grounded malice. 

Oh. Saw you the King to day my Lord of Derby. 

fyr\ But now the Duke of Buckingham and I, 
Arc come from vifiting his Maiefty. 

Ouf. What likelyhood of his amendment Lords. 

*tttc* Madam good hope,his prace fpcaks chearfull y.- 

Qa* God grant him health,did you confer with him? 

B*c\ I Madam,he defires to make attonement; 
Betwcene the Duke of Gloufter,and your Brothers, 
And betweenc them, and my Lord Chamberlaine, 
And lent to warnc them to his Royall prefence. 

£{h. Would all were well 3 but that will neuer be, 
Ifcarcourhappincffc is at the height. 

Enter Rkkard* 

Rich. They do me wrong.and I will not indure it, 
Who is it that complaincs vntothe King, 
Thar l(forfooth) am fterne,and loue them not ? 
By holy Foul, they loue his Grace but lightly, 
That fill fiiseares with fuch diflentious Rumors. 
Becauic I cannot flatter,and looke faire, 
Smile in mens faces,fmooth,deceiue>and cogge, 
Duckc with French nods,and Apifh curtcfie, 
Imuftbcheld a rancorous Enemy. 
Cannot a plaine man liue,and thinke no harme, 
Butthushis fimplc truth muft be abus'd, 
With fiikenjflyejiniinuating Iackes? 

Grey, To who in all this prefence fpeaks your Grace? 

Rtch. To thee, that haft nor Honcfty^or Grace : 
When haue I iniur'd thee? When done thee wrong ? 
Or thee? or thee? or any of your Faction i 
A plague vpon you all'. His Royall Grace 
(Whom God preferue better then you would wifh) 
Cannot be quiet fcarfe a breathing while, 
But you muft trouble him with lewd complaints. 

Brother ofGloufter,you miftake the matter 2 
TheKingonhisowne Royall difpofition, 
(And not prouok'd by any Su?or elf'e) 
Ayming (behke)at your interiour hatreds 


That in your outward aaion ftewes it felfe 
I Aeainft my Children, Brothers,and my Selfe, 
f Makes him to fend, that he may learnc the ground I . 
Rich 1 cannot tell.the world is growne to bad, , 
That Wrens make prey, where Eagles dare not pearch. 
Since cuerie Iacke became a Gentleman, 
There s many a gentle perfon made a Iacke. 

Qh. Come, come,we know your meaning Brother 
Yeu^niy my adwancemeot,and my friends: (Gloiter 
God grant we neuer ^y haue neede of you. 

^Meanetime,God grants that I haue need ofyou. 
Our Brother is imprifonM by your mcanes, 
My felfe difgrae'd, and the Nobilitid 
Held in contempt, while great Promotions 
Are daily ginen to ennoble thoie 
That fcarfe fome two day es fince were worth a No&le. 

Qh, By him that rais*d me to this carefull height, 
From that contented h*p which I inioy'd, 
I neuer did incenfe his Maieftie 
Againft the Duke of C/*rm^but haue bin 
An carneft aduocate to plead for Him. 
My Lord you do me fhamefull iniurie, 
Falfely to draw me in thefe vile fufpeds. 

RtM You may deny that you were not the meane 
Of my Lord Hafiiyjgs\ne imprisonment. 
Rih. She may my Lord,for^ 

Rkh. She may Lord Rtners, why who knowes not io? 
She m3y do more fir then denying that : 
She may helpe you to many faire preferments, 
, And then deny her ayding hand therein, 
I And lay thofe Honors on your high defert. 
f What may fhe not, fhe may, I marry may (he. 
Riu. What marry may fhe ? 
Ric. What marrie may fhe? Marrie with a King, 
A 8atcheller,and a handfome (tripling too, 
I wis your Grandam had a worfcr match. 

gu. My Lord of Gloufter J haue too long borne 
Your blunt vpbraidings^nd your bitter fcoffes : 
By heaucn, I will acquaint his Maieftie 
Of thofe grcfle taunts that oft I haue endur'd, 
I hadrather beaCountrie fcruant maidc 
1 Then a great Queene, with this condition, 
To be fo baited, fcorn'd, and ftormed at, 
Small ioy haue 1 in being Englands Queene. 

Enter old Queene Margarets 

Mar. And lefned be that fmall, God I befeech him, 
Thy honor,ftate,and fcate,is due to me. 

Rich. What? threat you me with telling of the King ? 
I will auouch't in prefence of the King : 
I dare aduenture to be fent to th'TowrCo 
Ti5 time to fpeake, 
My paines are quite forgot. 

Margaret. OutDiuell, 
I do remember them too well : 
Thou killd'ft my Husband Henrie'ui theToweJr, 
And Edward my poore Son,at Tewkesburie, 

Rtch. Ere you were Queene, 
I,or your Husband King : 
I was a packe-horfe in his great affaires 2 
A weeder out of his proud Aduerfaries, 
A Iiberall rcwarder of his Friends, 
Toroyalizehisblood,I fpent mincovw* 

Margaret. I and much better Wood 
Then his,or thine. 


